The Safety Catch
The Mayor stepped out, followed by the Town Clerk. They
gazed at the conflict. The Mayor chuckled.
"What on earth are they doing?" he said indulgently.
"Throwing ice-cream and potatoes at one another," said the Town
Clerk, who had a certain renown for swift analysis of a situation.
"Bless my soul," said the Mayor. "Help me up. I'm going to
speak to them from the top of the car."
With a loyal alacrity, the Town Clerk helped the chauffeur to
hoist the Mayor on to the roof of the car, where he swayed un-
steadily for a moment, and then, smiling broadly, he lifted up his
voice over the snarling arena.
"Young fellows," he cried. "Just a moment. This is the Mayor
here."
Below stood the Town Clerk, his hat on at a slight angle, his
arms folded, and a look of singular satisfaction on his face. The
Mayor's words were as effective as a tin whistle blown in the
Hallelujah Chorus. He looked down at the Town Clerk.
"I say, Riddlehoe," he cried.
"Yes, Mr. Mayor?" said the Town Clerk, immediately attentive.
"D'you think I'm in the best position?"
"You couldn't have a better," said the Town Clerk promptly.
"I'll try again, then," said the Mayor.
"I should," agreed the Town Clerk.
The Mayor tried again. He cleared his throat. He made a trumpet
of his hands. Nothing of his confidence in being able to handle the
situation had abated. If only he could make himself heard all would
be well.
"I say, young fellows," he cried again, "here's your Mayor. I
want to say a word to you."
Two figures were moving slowly up to the car behind him. One
was Mr. Rodney Wire, the other Mr. Richmond Bliss. Mr. Wire,
like a bull-dog after a Newfoundland, was driving his foe back-
ward, giving and taking tremendous punishment. Joe had long
retired to the red car to nurse a jaw as painful as the foot had been.
Mr. Bliss had only hit the jaw with his fist, but there was all internal
evidence that he had trodden on that too.
M                                         177